His good horse aTl he then bestrode,
And forth upon his way he rode

Like spark out of a brand;
Upon his crest he bore a tower,
Wherein was thrust a lily-flower;

God grant he may withstand!

He was a knight adventurous,
Wherefore he'd sleep within no house,

But lay down in his hood;
His pillow was his helmet bright,
And by him browsed his steed all night

On forage fine and good.

Himself drank water of the well,
As did the knight Sir Percival,

So worthy in his weeds,
Till on a day ...
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